Is poured the whole sorrow of years?
For Eternity only seems keeping
Account of the great human weeping;

May God then, the Maker and Father,
May He find a place for the tears!

In my Mother's case, die savage treatment did no good; it
had to be abandoned, and a day or two before Christmas,
while the fruits were piled in the shop-fronts and the butchers
were shouting outside their forests of carcases, my Father
brought us back in a cab through the streets to Islington, a
feeble and languishing company. Our invalid bore the journey
fairly well, enjoying the air, and pointing out to me the glit-
tering evidences of the season, but we paid heavily for her little
entertainment, since, at her earnest wish the window of the cab
having been kept open, she caught a cold, which became,
indeed, the technical cause of a death that no applications could
now have long delayed.

Yet she lingered with us six weeks more, and during this
time I again relapsed, very naturally, into solitude. She now
had the care of a practised woman, one of the 'saints' from the
Chapel, and I was only permitted to pay brief visits to her
bedside. That I might not be kept indoors all day and every
day, a man, also connected with the meeting-house, was paid a
trifle to take me out for a walk each morning. This person,
who was by turns familiar and truculent, was the object of my
intense dislike. Our relations became, in the truest sense,
'forced'; I was obliged to walk by his side, but I held that I had
no further responsibility to be agreeable, and after a while I
ceased to speak to him, or to answer his remarks. On one
occasion, poor dreary man, he met a friend and stopped to chat
with him. I considered this act to have dissolved the bond; I
skipped lightly from his side, examined several shop-windows
which I had been forbidden to look into, made several darts
down courts and up passages, and finally, after a delightful
morning, returned home, having known my directions per--
fectly. My official conductor, in a shocking condition of fear,
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